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When the promised sunshine is deonled,

And cold nud heavy raing from Heaven do-
oo,
hclmmmth Iﬁ*lﬂ‘r
That one m -: part.
A whisper came, apirit
m.m.:mm.&':‘hn. prisoned In
A ! I twined the lilles whi
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M%Mmllu upon ber fuce.
1 hear the funeral bell toll sad and long —
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"fa-r the fnco | loved so loq-m’ wn—

the
el IeTOTios srose 1o gikd m
N e el mock 1y hedrt's do-

spair.
'u:'s‘::knoﬂ You think the grave can

A friend so true within its dungeon deep?
Ab! no: she walkoth ever by my side, _
And watches o'er mo when 1 ohance to sloep,

Wewntroll abroad oft at the twilight hour
To memory s garden.  U'nder memory's troe
Bhe pully the silver mask from many s Sower,
And sends ita tonder secret unto me.

€he guiides my pen slong uncertain heights,
Where unattended | could never po;
The candle of suconss she often lights
Wht;(r: the flame tiokers and the wick burns
w.
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But .l.hu-.t ? and points me to the Heavealy
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And, when upon my cheek there falls & tear

llorhu‘-;mﬂunu yot my heart grows deso-
b

Tfeel upon my face hor own solt hand,
And glimpsos of ber pobe somotimes have
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0, hﬂ;; '}Immﬂal. how strong s friendship's
When out of Heaven an frie

angel nd ocan

Ayear ago! Bad, and, that parting day,
Andd ssdder still the last. adien
n?';: n-ull-ll the uunll-l:( my heart away—
angel that opes Heaven to my view,
~ Lo sville Courser-Jowrnal,
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TOO MUCH HURRIED.

Why Uncle Joel Failed to Set the
Old Specklod Hen.

All the good people of Pogannae
‘would have told you that Uncle Joel
Potter was one of the best men that
ever lived: but even those who liked
him most were foreed to admit that he
was “‘jest a litte slow.” But to his
wife he was far beyond the *little."”
As she emphatically asserted, he was
“as slow as molasses in January.”

It must have been one of nature's
strange laws of “attraction of oppo-
sites” which broaght this couple to-
gether; for while Uncle Joel was slow,
plodding, dreamy, Aunt Hannalh was
quick, energetic, ambitious—a notable
bousckeeper, who could do the work
of two women while others were plan-
ning what to do: whose washing was
on the line of & Monday morming look-
ing like rifts of snow, long before most
;ﬂ her neighbors had finished breske

ast.

To her eneorgetic nature, her hus-
band’s siow movements and lack of
smbition were thorns in the flesh not
unworthy, perbaps, o be compared
with the Apostle Paul The fifteen

ears more of life which Uncle Joel

ad seen, and a erippled limb—the re-
sult of an acecident in boyhood—may
bave had much to do with his lack of
encrgy: but more of it was nature, an
inheritance from his mother, an in-
tensely  religions woman, who, the
neighbors said, “could work all day in
a half bushel an' never git out o'nt.”
And Uncle Joel's highest dream of
happiness was to sit in his srm-chair
by the south window, in the spacious
old kitchen, and read aloud to himself
by the hour from the big Bible lying in
his lap, his low, droning monotone
driving Aunt Haunah to the vergé of
distraction,

“Here Joel, 1 want a pail of water!"
sho called, one morning when he was
thos reading, and she was olbow-deep
in the floury mysteries of the bread
bowl, **an’' don'tbe all day about it;
U'min a burry.”

“Yis, yis, Haonah," Uncle Jool re-
marked, reading along softly, his finger
following his eyes overthe “And
they that wait on the Lord shall re-
new their urel:lfth they—"

“An' they that wait on their wives
shall renew their youth, I reckom,”
Aunt  Hannan interrupted, """"'{;
“I'm eortain sure you'd have to
born agin afore you did it. Come, git
that water, I'm in & hurry, I tell yo"

“Yis, Hannah, I'm a-coming.”

“An' wso's. Christmas, an' it'l git
bere first, [ reckan. 1 wonder if there
over was another sich a slow mortal in
this world!”

And rubbing her hands freo from
the dough, she caught up the pail and
had drawn the water and returned  be-
fore Uncle Joel had finished his all-im-

ortant chapter, and rising slowly
rom the t-]mir limped across the
kitchon.,

;‘I‘Vhy. the pail's full, Hannah," he
Shid.

“Full, of course it's falll” Aunt
Hansah snapped. *Did yo #'pose |
Was a-goin' t'wait all day? 1 rather
Evess shey'd be a lot o' work done in
this house If a body was to wait for

yon.
“But ye shouldn't be in sich a hurry,
Hannah," Uncle Joel intorposed,
Mmildly; *the Lord took six days t' make
She hoavens and the earth, an' t'aint
:-:_y try an’ do every thing in a min-

“I should think he took six years %
:nlh yoo, an’ then didn't n-br;- nf

Saturday afternoon st nigh

You've been ever since ye

Was born. ™ _
nl"'lull. well, Hannah, we won't quar
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“But yo'ii find the battle'll be ¢ the
e
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: - is helpless

the

piha cushion in the
rocking-ohair. .

R back to the , ahe re-
turned to W ncle Joel
bunted sround for his hat and cane,
which were slways when

you be ' work! I wonder if
stop long enough &' est and sleep!"’
“Well, somebody's got t’ work where

there's cight mouths t' feed an’ ecight
backs ¢' keep dlo’s on,” Aunt Hannsh
answered, without stoppi A moment
in her sifting of sugar and measuring
of flour for her cakes.

"Didi:nhnn what & muss they had
over t' Potter's, last night?™

“No; what's up now? They're allus
bhavin® a time there. | wonder how that
woman can be sich a fool as t'live with
sich & man.”*

“S8odoL But this lime t'was wus'n
any o' their rltumlu. Didn't ye kuow
'bout the fellers from Dobbs factory
n—colr.nln' ot:)':l t'tar an’ festher Mose ™

“My nesy lmm"’ Miss Brown,
yeo dnn‘fmum - .

And Aunt Hannah stopped in ber
work of breaking eggs to raise lher
hands in astonishment,

“Do take a cheer an’ set down, and
take off yonr bunnit," leading the wa
into the kitchen, and setting a chll’r
:or her visitor. “Do tell us all about

"

Aunt Hannah deposited her two hun-
dred pounds rather hpavily on the soft
feather cushion om the huge rocking-
chair, and commenced besting her
eggs in & mulberry erock-towl—she
could not stop work even long enough
to gratify her curiosity—and the two-
tined steel fork with which she was
doing the waork had not the efficiency
of the modern egg-benter.

“Well, ye sce,” Mrs. Brown began,

nshing the huge framework of paste-
1 and giogham back from her
face, **Mose’s wife took ber tallor-work
home yesterday an' got her money for
it. %= now Mose use t' carry it, and
he wouldn't let her hev the money for
't; jest spent jest’'s he'd & munter, an’
she an' the children had &' go hungry
half o' the time—for Mose never'd
bring nothin® in to speak on.”

“I know it; an' I've told her time'n
ag'in she was a fool t'work so an' let
thal erazy lummox git hold o' her
money,” said Aunt Hasanab, beating
her eggs more briskly in her indignu.
dation. “He'd set behind the stove all
Iast winter an® sing “The Lord Pervide,'
an' wouldn't lift his fin
for !ﬁs younguns himself. The hyper-
cﬂ-l't‘

“Well, yeaoe,”" Mes. Brown resumed,
*she Je'rot better'nt t' lot him s
home nnz work; so J"hueﬂlnyuhe an
Jane took a big bundle out to the city,
an’ when she got back, Mose told her
to give him the money, 'n' sho wouldn't
doit. He was mighty high over it, an'
threatened what he'd do if she didn'
let him have it. But she'd got her back
up, 'n' ye know Sally's pretty kinder
sot when she sets out " be, 'n' Mose
couldn’t scare her woth & cent.  She
Jest told him the money were her'n;
she earn’t it, "'n' he shouldn’t tech one
mny on't.  Then she sez he jest grabe

her by the arm an’ throat, an' tried
to git it. "n' she kicked an’ E:Ilnd till
she got away from him; but her hair'd
come down in the tussle, an' he grab-
bed her by that, an’ afore she could
git away he'd pulled out a lock as big
as my thumb. Her head Jook just aw-
ful when she came over to our huuse
an, told on't, sn' her arm an' throat
waa black an” biwe where he'd pinched
‘er. 1 told her I'd go straightt SI‘:.Iifﬂ
Pesse "0’ make complaint against him.
An' she started; but afore she got there
she met Dave Tutte, 'n’ ye know whata
mb-ﬂm Dave is; "n' a5 soon as she

him "bout Mose, Dave sez, sox he:

“‘Mrs. Potter, ye jest go right straight
back'n get the young'uns ‘n’ yer elo's,
an' if Mose sagw any thing, jest tell him
you've made ocomplaint against him,
an' he dassent tech ye, an' 1'll get my
team ‘n’ meet ye here in half sa hour,
an’ fetch ye to house, an' yo oan
stay till yo can make ashift some way.'
*8o she the young'ansan' things
—an’ nigh';.fnw thlnn‘lhn was, too
Eﬂ' Dave fotched them home with

m‘i.

“What did Mose have t' say for him-
solf when Bally came back?’

“Never said nothin', only asked ‘er
where she was goin®, an' she told him
‘twas where she'd be better off than
she'd ever been with him. She says
ho kinder baunled in his horns, as if he
was a livtle afeared, an' he let "er go
without sayin® nothin' more."

*The mean scamp! Lucky for him |
wasn't his wife!” said Auat Hannab,
fiercely, *1'd a-learnt him what's whal
afore this time. "'
“Well, ye sne, Dave went an' told
them factory fellows how mean Mose
had used his wife, an’ they'd allus had
kind of a grud inst him, an'
didn't want dnozh. ter '::y ;n' l'ﬂlcm
kim half to death; so they just rigged
up in old clo's, sa turned their coals
wrong side out, 'n’ blacked their faces,
80's he WIH;'t l:l‘l‘lone on ‘em. Then
s big o' feathers an' a
kist '?m.m‘mw there an'

shous i ov'ry body ean's be so spry

t' pervide | Potte

Bt

candle an' went all over the
from garrit ¢' suller, but he couldn’

:
find nothin® o' Moss nowhere; but
rluwul» n' ' give it up, he
eard Mose call in a kind of s scars
w

r:
“*Lish, is & you!? Be they all
gone?'
“An' as troe as live, there was
:l‘o-ehdou onall lo::'-mnﬂin‘ out
| Y

jost like
ple leal. He wasscart all but bdm
ar bung t' Lish so, not to leave
alone, that he had to feteh him
with him. He put him in the
arrit, 'n' I never knew nothin’
t 'till morming, or there'd
-ulc.uro better b'leve. | jest m
Lish e that hed out inter the yard,
an' it's there now; wnobody'd never
wanter slc:l:“on‘t arter that nasty crit-
ter'd been pin’ in it."

“ Well, T declare for't,”” Aunt
nah said, spitefully, at the close of the
narration, I wish t' goodness they'd
a-ketehed him an' tarred an’ feathered
him an’ rode him on s wmail out o'
town. If I owed the Old
dozen sinners an' he wouldn't take
Mose Potter "n’ eall it even, I' cheet
hini out o’ the hull on’t! He's the bigw
gest old bypererit that | ever see.™

*There, there, Hannah!" Uncle
Joel in , mildly, coming out of
the rulry, where, during the recital
of his neighbor-' misdemeanors, he
had been hunting high and low for
something he could not quite remem-
ber, * Judge not, lest ye be judpd.“

“By their fraits ye shall know 'em,"
Aunt Hanuah retorted, sharply. *‘An’
if 3 man don’t show nuthin' gut
gishness 'm* b riny, dunno
where's the sin in ealling him a
an'» byrrcrit. an’ you needn’t stan
up for him, nuther. He's got more
devils in him than ever was cast out o
M Magdalin', anyhow."

* Well, Hannah, “twas & woman the
Lord cast "em out of. The Bible don's
say as he ever cast seven devils out of
. mm "

* No, he left 'em all in the men, an’
they're there now,” was the triumpant
retort.

Under this scathing rebuke Uncle
Joel retreated to the pantry and con-
tinued his search,

*“ What in the world are you sput-
terin’ "round that butt'ry for®'' his
wife enlled, as the clatter of pans and
dishes first drew her attention to
Uncle dfonl'l trespass upon forbidden

groan
“Why, I'm lookin' for shem eggs,
Hannah. Ye told me to set the wuid
speckled hem, didn't ye? an’ I can’t

find the eggs nowhere.”
“Mercy on us! And you've been all
ﬂmnght you'd

this time about it?
set her hall an hour

And rising from her chair, Aunt
Haanah started burriedly for the pan-
try, when an exclamation of O ;
or, do see!"™ recalled her,

And what a sight! There, in the
fea derllu the chair cushion,
was the old felt hat crushed as flat as a

cake, and all that remained of the
oren eggs was a mass of broken
shells, whites and yelks mixed in a
manner not common in cake-making.
Her dress was plentifully plastered
with the mixture, and every movement
sent drippings of it dowa to the floor.

In her eagernesa to hear her nei
bor's story she had sat down without
looking behind her, and the soft depths
of the cushions had given no warning of
the mischief she was d

“My goodness!" was she could
say, as she stood looking upon the hor-
rible mixture.

“Well, Hannah," said Uncle Joel,
*“I never thought yeo was in sich & hur-
ry to hatch them eggs that ye'd set on
‘em yoursell."'

And for the first time in her twent
ho retor esdyp and the id speckicd
no retort readys
hen was not set that day.— Jemnic
Porter Arnold, in Hartford Times.

The Latest French Acquisition.
The Comoro Inles, which have just
been formally ceded to France, will

strengthen her hold in Madagasear

waters, a8 they lie between thegnl
island and Africa, in Mozsambique chan-
nel. Those of importance are four in

i
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thousand people, with some manufact-
ures, and a very considerable cultiva-
tion of r, NOW aAn @ Frefich
influence long been dominant in
the group, the island of hav-

fort

ed in 1845, Johanna, on the
island of ltu “l:: name, wb:: It;he
new troaly bas been as
long been a of eall, at which ships
obtain provisions; and to some extent
the other two islands—An or
Great Comore and Mohilla—have also
furnished supplies. The soll is fertile,
though the isiands are mountainous,

ing been ceded to France more than | hawk?
under an agreement | Store is all stocked up.” Mr. R.—*ls

|
I
|

; men went together into a Phil

and no doubt they will do quite as well |

under formal annexation as hitherto.—
N. Y. Sun.
—- -

—The Sacramento e says that the
purchase of vegetables grown by Chi.
mese has nol diminished, notwithstand.
ing the boyeotting of vegetables culti-
vated by the Mongolians. Many of the
varieties of v bles grown Chi-
nese are not eultivated by the whites,
ih thl clllu of uﬂ;hu wdmm1
t makes it com rto
the white mdo‘l': to o’uhm‘?bom.
It is noticeable that the Chinese ped-
dlers are not on the decrease, but that
they number about the sameo as last

,G"- — &

—A Bants Rosa (Cal) fruit-seller
who has been boycotted makes the tols
lowing announcemens: *“Buy -II ber

you

are Amerliuns aad have sand

S A
e

| three chops."

’pio who are dmal:ng for a

upon passing a first-clua
walking down Pennsylvaoia avepus
Jodgor sid fhe dudy, whes bov s
. sen-
sitive ear caught m’ilﬂmm‘;u.
of the Chief Justice.—XN. Y. !
—The editor of the Sharon (Mass)
Advocate has gone into the
business as a little side specuiation
A recent issue of his ke saym
“Persons intend Are -
minded that the of the Advecals
h-:: had his com:;i.uiu:hu justice of
peace renew. Excellency
Governor Robinson. oditors
will be married to Sharon iadies free.”

b Ethel, who created such a
scusa on the American lw.
years ago, and who has since in
retirement, is, by the will of
husband, Fruncis W. Tracy, left & mill
fonsiress. Mr. Tracy died st his rosic
dence in Buffalp nunl'l{b
fortune of about §8,000,
aaauﬁt Nlaﬁ;u_rwm his widow =
Miss Harriet F. Tracy, a dsughter
ols first wile. —Duffalo Ezpress.

—~—Rev. Phillip Brooks, of
Church, Boston, is a large man,
physically and intellec . He ls
an uncompromising bachelor, and it is
staled that he has several barrels of
slippers in the attic of his
every pair being many sdzes oo
for him: his feminine admirers having
sacriliced utility in their desire to
him a delicate compliment.
the Lord sets sbout making a great
man he first lays broad foundations for
him to stand upon.—Chicago Inlerior,
s —mﬂw&l g I?ell“. Thaddeus F.

tuart, a urlington bequeaths
$200 in trust to the Vermont Methodist
Conference. The will provides thas st
each annual sesslon of the conference
one of its members shall be appointed
to visit the grave of the deceused the
first Sondsy in June, and there
“preach 2 full and free salvation to all
that may attend to hear.'”” The min-
ister apgoinlml is to give timely notice
to the churches of the honr this sermon
will be prenched, and is to receive $10
$2)010 bo used for that parpos— 80

) to be used that -—
Albans (V1. ) Messenger.

HUMOROUS.

—A Haverhill woman refused to
shoo her hens because her husband, &
shoeinsker, was on n strike.—Lowell
Citizen.

—It may be supposed that the man
who has been u;:n to the House of
correction twenty-three times is not
ashamed of bis convictions.—Bosion

—There is an economical man In
Bermondsey who, after baving kindled
his tire, stuck a cork in the end of the
bellows to save the little wind that
was laft in them.

—A large crack has ¢n discovered
in the Washington monument. It has
taken so long to comphete the monu-
ment that we half suspect it is the
crack of doom. —Judye.

—A little girl was sitting at s table
opposite a gentleman with a waxed
mustache. After garing at him for
several moments, she exclaimed: **My
kitty has got smellers, 100.""

—“My good man,”’ said the phian-
$iropist to the street laborer, *'do you
never have cause o grumble al your
position?" *“No, sir,"”" was the an.
swer. *Itook miy pick at the start."”
— Lowell Cilizen.

oy gy Ay g

1
.n':lh rhﬁlhom“'l':nnmug?mu

Observe hils contented smile—
There la no dog within & mile!

—Td-Dita.

—A being bantered one day by
some of bher leu:h friends in regard to
her lover, who had the misfortune to
hawe but one arm, replied: “*I wouldn's
have & man with two arms; they're too
common."

—A writer in & fashion paper says:
** The ears should'be so placed as not
to be higher than the .eye-brow or
lower than the tip of the noso.” Peo-

arty
should not forget this.—N. npm.

;

number, and contain perhaps seventy | gram

—Mr. Rosenschweizer (ontering o
country store) —"“Ah! how do you do,
Mr. Jayhawk? How vas drade? Dake

s cigar. Peautiful wvether, ain't it?

Vant an g:d- in our line, Mr. Ja
Y r. J.—"No, reckon n

dot sof I'm very . May Idrouble
4 to give me dot cigar? 1 got o
t to Mr. Gawk agross der vay."

cago Rambler,

—Don't be & clam. Three tle

thres:
restaurant and_gave their order.

ently they ch their minds, and
one of them to the waiter: “[ say,
waiter, we three ordered clams awhile
ago, didn't weP Well, we have changed
our minds. Instead of clams, bring us
The wyiter said: “All
right,” and then loudiy called to the

«eook: *“Three chops for ‘hree clams!™

— Tezas Siftings.
————p - ——

She Was All Busmness.

A Chlcago woman cnteced the offics
of a loan agency the osher day, and
said:

“l want to raise 91,000 on 3,000
worth of furniture. What Is your
lowest rate of interest?"’

**On such loans we gomerally ask ten
per cent."’ :

o well. Send r exammer
u‘ to house. mf'.' spoculation
with me.”’ .

“Going into busmess, ma'am?"

“Yes, #ir. 1 to
i inaghtrelo s ook
Wil Brest Newn . - -

é&%ﬂvﬁ"ﬁm
chigk—
o St e out bt d-

And nh'hl want W know:

REEER

" What shail 1 do. in sy sespairt

ch a i
“gum;vo. one -fare?

e o
mm'il“ 157
NO MOTHER

‘The Poor Chicken Born sad Raleed in an
Iucubator.

They were very pretty yellow chick-
ens, and looked s much alike as two
peas, but, as far as I know, they were
not related. Each had started out
from its separate house to take a walk,
knowing nothing of each other till
they met in the meadow, where they
were hunting bugs. They were so in-
teat on thewr business that they stood
on the very edge of the brook that sep-
arated them before they saw each
other. ‘Oh!" exclaimed Daisy, very
much startled, “who are you?" +Yel.
lowlegs,” answered he, with a very
sharp look at Daisy, who looked so
dainty and well-bred, every feather in
perfect order, and eyes Jike stars. “‘In.
dian,’" thought 5 alwa
flve thelrghchmn qnl’:y nlna{.'

wonder how he here! I am so
thankful that big brook is between
us," and Daisy moved a little further
from the

“What ia your name?"

1 dog't like it. You're not a flower.
is the name of a flower."

ow v rude!” thought Daisy.
*‘He must be: H‘ to & queer family.
Oh, I forgot! Heis an Indian."

“My mother ealled me that becanse

I was white and yellow like a dalsy.”
"Mother!  What In the wold i

that?"

Daisy red back. *Mother!
Why, a mother is a mother. One's
own dear mother."

“What is it like?"

“She isn'tit. She is my mother,"
said  Daisy, indlﬂnmtly. “Haven't
T

ougotsnotha .
E“.\o. Why, I never heard of such a

before.™
“Never heard of a mother? Why,
who takes care of you? How do you

ﬂoe;. with nobody to keep you warm?
Ho r:io you live, with nobody to love
“Why, 1 don’t know what you mean
about nobody to love you,"” ‘and Yel-
lowlegs looked very ed.
“Why, lovel—love is mothers, and

they do every thing. k ou
nnJer their 2inp 31.-. it oool.ﬂ? !icy
watch for hawks; they find worms;
they keep off all the other chickens, so
that you can get something to eat. Oh,
mothers do every thing!" And Dais

stood on tiptoe, and stretched her nec

1o see If sbe could see her dear moth-
er's gray dress with the white balf
moons. “Where do you live?" ssked

Daisy.

"‘aarhmm“m this field;
and there are hundreds of ua, and hun-
dreds more in the incubator, that will
be just like us, and [ can not see but
that we look us you do I'm sure,

that we do not have those nice
things yvou call mothers."

“I do not belicve that youn can be the
kind of chicken for me to associate
with, if you nner,hailn-uhlt. Are

very naughty? I'm sure I would
E‘u!mmum."

“No! I'm not nau %
round and nﬁ‘kgh

is our field."" Here
mnm& distressed. *'No omne ever
me to do any different.”
*Do you ever overa worm with
your brothers and sisters?”
“I don't know what they are,” said
'l'dhwl:sl.
“No, of course not, if you have mo
:kmod . What s an  incubstor?’
“What is an incubator? Why, that's

as stupid as not knowing what a

my mother,'' she

“Do let me see a mother,”
Yellowlegs

“Please come here, mother,” called
Daisy. And soon the mother and all
the and sisters eame in sight.

*Oh, Daisy, Daisy!"” said Mm. Dom-
inick, *“*how you 'OI:LIIB by running

yourself.
- v Dea-i-s-y1" A bright, ha
ook catas Into Dulsy's faec® Tubly
begged

away!" And then kissed Duisy,
raised her wings, and Daisy ran under
them, but put her head out and said

“Mother, that preity chicken over
mother—ouly an incubator."’

l"m
De.lnlor “How 1 wis

other side of the brook bas no |po

"
Nl o
. I-l-

1

A
i
By

TR
i
ll"!

:
i
i
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;
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bas been off In

now it has the pip."
never understand s chicken's
feelings; some thinkwlli withoud
; but i you soen Yellow-

you are & man. Whatever vocation you
have chosen, you intend to be success-
21111:1!. shn.h.rlght. But, in

your ealeulations, have lanned
to have healh? Yﬂ’ouk as if
iou!hoagulhulm but
mesn it. You have not planned to
lose time by sickness, but have
thought how you may avoid it?
sup sickness was
that we had to put up with it w
came? Oh, no; the most of
might be ted, if we would
the trou o learn the causes
avoid them,

I presume you have mot
James P ’{

much labor is lost each year,
of laborers, as 20,000,000
could do in & week, and
sbout what 400,000 could
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A Paris correspondent writes that ag
an American lady was driving down
the Boulevard Haussman in an open
carriage 8 man suddenly made a dashi
at her and tore from ber back haira




